your utmost to persuade the prospect to get back her
deposit on her machine and start purchasing yours
instead.
Maybe because the water-softener was a late-comer
as an object of door-to-door selling, the housewife
hadn't yet developed a protective resistance to it. There
were at least ten objections, I found, which she could
and did advance to the purchase for a vacuum-cleaner.
She might reply that she had got one, that she couldn't
afford one, that she didn't approve of hire-purchase
(a lie), that she must ask her husband, that Mrs. J. up
the road had one which she borrowed, that it encouraged
servants to be lazy, that our Annie's very old-fashioned,
she prefers the old brush and dustpan way, that there
was only one carpet in the house, that a vacuum-
cleaner removed the pile from a carpet (which is true).
To all these often-heard statements you would
reply with the same eager smile: <cOh, do let our sales-
man just call and clean your carpet for you, simply to
show you. You'll be amazed at the amount of dirt
he'll be able to get out/' When he arrived, of course,
he would clean only enough of the carpet to expose
how dirty the rest of it was, standing by mute as the
housewife fought with the embarrassed consciousness
that she would have to buy the machine if she were to
save her reputation for cleanliness. Often she was
really ashamed at the result of the demonstration* **I
never did," she would say, not very far from tears.
"Who'd *a thought it could *a been so dirty, Youll
think I don't keep my home proper.** On the other
hand, she might save herself at the last moment by
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